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of statues, with the pen made for Henry IV., rarely ex-
ecuted, and by which one may discover many errors in
the taille-douce of Perrier, who has added divers conceits
of his own that are not in the originals. He has like-
wise an infinite collection of taille-douces, richly bound
in morocco.

He led us into a stately chamber furnished to have en-
tertained a prince, with pictures of the greatest masters,
especially a Venus of Perino del Vaga; the Putti carved
in the chimney-piece by the Fleming; the vases of porce-
lain, and many designed by Raphael; some paintings of
Poussin, and Fioravanti; antiques in brass; the looking-
glass and stands rarely carved. In a word, all was great,
choice, and magnificent, and not to be passed by as I
had often done, without the least suspicion that there
were such rare things to be seen in that place. At a
future visit, he showed a new grotto and a bathing place,
hewn through the battlements of the arches of Pont
Neuf into a wide vault at the intercolumniation, so that
the coaches and horses thundered over our heads.

2yth June, 1650. I made my will, and, taking leave
of nay wife and other friends, took horse for England,
paying the messenger eight pistoles for me and my serv-
ant to Calais, setting out with seventeen in company
well-armed, some Portuguese, Swiss, and French, whereof
six were captains and officers. We came the first night
to Beaumont; next day, to Beauvais, and lay at Pois,
and the next, without dining, reached Abbeville; next,
dined at Montreuil, and proceeding met a company on
foot (being now within the inroads of the parties which
dangerously infest this day's journey from St. Omers
and the frontiers), which we drew very near to, ready
and resolute to charge through, and accordingly were
ordered and led by a captain of our train; but, as we
were on the speed, they called out, and proved to be
Scotchmen, newly raised and landed, and few among
them armed. This night, we were well treated at
Boulogne. The next day, we marched in good order, the
passage being now exceeding dangerous, and got to Calais
by a little after two. The sun so scorched my face,
that it made the skin peel off.

I dined with Mr. Booth, his Majesty's agent; and,
about three in the afternoon, embarked in the packet-eur St. Qere himself; two
